A LITTLE COLLECTION OF HIS POEMS   265
O ye afflicted with suspicion!
O ye possessed of superstition !
O ye that suffer pain and sorrow!
O ye pining for the promised morrow !
O ye bereaved of dear and near!
O ye whose intellect is not clear I
Why tantalise yourself in vain ?
Fish, suffering thirst in ocean main ?
In you the highest Heaven lies,
Your mind to outer objects flies!
Turn inward, know the Self supreme,
No more shall maladies be seen.
Ye realise the inner Ham
O ! What a soothing myrrh and balm I
0 ! What a demon-caster 1
1 cannot suppress a laughter.
The foam as terra firma ta'en
Brings floundering in the bog
The false apparent self abused
As real lands in wretchedness,
Affections, feelings, cravings, wishes
Would seek me, reach me, cling to me,
And fain would bur-like stick to me,
But when my Real Self is seen,
They vanish like the dark in Sun,
Are cast away, as drops of spray
By birds of downy wings,
Unsullied before and after.
I can't suppress a laughter.
In Unaffected Witness Light
For sentiments no quarters,
I look them in the face and die
These curious poor martyrs.
The local consciousness of self,
Congestion of the vein of self.
This vortex, ego is dissolved
And all the shapes and forms are
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